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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Your Genereſty and Eaftneſs of Temper is not only obwious 
. Cormr even, bet mer pany 
evident in your darling Amuſement, that Opener and Dilater 
of the Mind, Mufic on yeur Affection for this delight- 
ful Study, wwe may deduce the ple Harmeny that is ap- 
parent in all your Actions; and be aſſured, Sir, that a Per- 
Jon muſt be 444-5 abo is /o much in 
love wth t — 

From your Encoura 
bere, it bas a Claim, 
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which farered my _ le ſomet 

your oo might "04k the 7 I 
bere intend r, 
_—_ © by ring « Proj hat is mach a Reputation 
Country. Befides all this, Ju, willing 
ame Comp.iment to the Place of 7 , 

by informing the Worid that ſo fine a Gentlemen Gentlemen bad — 
of bis Education is the fame eee, end at the ſame 


SIR, 


Your moſt Faithful, and 


Moſt Humble Servant, 


G. FARQUHYAR. 
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that took the Hint fiom the Prologue to 
Frogle Gui the Onanry for » Rapdteves i hat 
e took the Outcry for a eve; 
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he New-Houſe has perfectly 
ir Civility on my fixth Night: For 
revenged at the fame Time, I muſt give them a Play, 
is, when [ write another. For Faction runs fo 
that I could with the Senate would 1 - waa 


in force the Act agai An i ections; 
ich has the moſt Favours to beſtow, will 


agartly angry at 
this Play, that one would think they had no reaſon to be 
diſpleaſed at all; whilit ſome (otherwiſe Men of 
Senſe} have commended it ſo much, that I was afraid 
they ndiculed me; fo that between both, I am at ſolut- ly 


come on fix Days ſucceſſively, yet the Trial, I fancy, 
ky OY 1 Lent, 

„is over, the Buſineſs will be ht on aza 
then we ſhall have fair Play for our Money. 9 


at a Loſs what to think ont: For tho' the Cauſe "al 
our 
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PROLOGUE 


That was ſpoken the firſt Ni ad fork 

Additions from Mr. TI —_— — 
that they are beſt if buried and forgot. Bu 
the Proceces bs nnd the thme 
that was intended for the Play, and written 
by Mr. Metteux. 


IKE bungry Gueſts, a fitting Audience hooks ; 
Lu Poets are the Cooks. 
The Founders You: The Table is this Place : 


The we: The P. is the Grace. 
Fae» Coarſe: rack o fire Dy 
The! were in Lent, 22 


Your ſuriy Scenes, where Rant and Bloedſbed join, 
Ave Butchers Meat, a Battles a Sirloin : 


A 222. 1 


222 <uhich tho” 2 can pleaſe : 
Bey fe — — le pow dane Preach Cheeſe 


Your Rarity for the fair Gueſt to gape on, 


#s yeur nice „ or Italian 
Or your F Virgin-Pullet, garni d EF 
Hnd drefs'd with Sauce of ſome—Four bund ed Pound, 


fn like an Oglio, aicks the Age; 
Farce is the Hay Pudding of the Stage. 


"_ 


F * 


* 


PROLOGUE. 
treated with indifferent Cher. 


This Night wwe hope you ant bear - 
Palo beak + all the Year. 
Yet fince each Mind betrays a diff rent Tafte, 


every Di ſcarce s ev*'ry Gueſt, 
2 . 7 Muſee l, 
his Favour crav d, uf let t a 
You're welcome al Now fall to, where you likes 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 


1772. 
M EN. 
Old Mirabel, an Gent. of an 
odd berween the 
Peeviſhnefs incident to his Years, > Mr." Shutter. 
and his Fatherly Fondneſs to- 
wards his Son. 


Young Mirabe!, his Son. Mr. Smith. 
Captain Durerete, an honeſt good- 
"ond Feline, — = Mr. Woodward. 
ſelt a greater Fool than he is. 
Dugard, Brother to Oriana. Mr. Gardner. 


ads to ks Sifer, ec 


WOMEN. 


Oris, a Lady contracted to Mi- 
eee dum ee Loom, 


Biſarre, = whimfical Lady, Friend 
Was led by bow: I Miſe Vackhin. 


Lamerce, a Woman of Contrivance. Mrs. Dyer. 
Four Bravoes, two Gentlemen, and two Ladies. 
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ACT L 
SCENE, The Street. 
Euter Dugard, and his Man Petit in Riding Habits 


IRRAH, What's a Clock ? 

Pet. Turn'd of Eleven, Sir. 

Dug. No more ! We have rid a fwi 

Pau Tom Phmare 20 top (Of 
ing! Petit, run to Roufſteas's beſpeak 

F > Ptunce 22 © Lonk GOr © nk. ks 


w.4 will there be of you, Sir ? 


Per. And I four. 


Dug. How now, Sir, at your old travelling Familiarity ! 


When abroad, you had ſome Freedom for want of better 
3 


46 


428888 5 3 3s e i 


11 4 f f 1 x 
Fe 1 1117 5 
i 11 Tre 
'D + 274715 
14177 117 TH 
110 11 111157 
L 1 lanth 
78 11 TP 


pra 


$55 F103: 


2828 22 152733 
4 45 


br 
And 


- Why, 
. 
Companion, 


as like 
Old 


Ori. 


* 


7 be Way to win bim. 13 


- Dus. Who, the in? The very he went 
5 ew. he's the only renchman | ever knew that could 
Your Son, Mr. Mirabel, is 


— ' Compoſition, 
.& - 
ion in Frien*ſhip. : 
u. Mir. Very well; will he be home to Dinner, 
he 
re 
ge 
er 
Irs 
1 
_ 
don't wonder at * 
he Wives can't ſerve em. A Lewis d'Or a A. Faith, Mr. 
your Siſter. - [ Exit. 
h- how you do, 
"g 
res. 
er. 
me 
Management of your Fortune: I 
* kind as to tell me, without Reſervation, 
a? {| making ſuch a Choice. 


. Look e Brother were going 2 Rambling, 
HED l yo = Rambling too, — 


ſomebody ſhould take care of me. Old Manfieur Mirabel 
— — was our Father's Friend, and 
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16 The Inconflant : Or, 


Drugget Suit and a Puff-Wig, and ſo—1 dub thee Gen- 
tleman Uſher. —Sifter, I muſt put myſelf in repair, you 
may expect me in the — 
home, Petit. [Exie. Dug. 
Per. A Chair, a Chair, a Chair! 


Ori. No, no, I'll walk home, tis but next Door. [Exenxt. 


SCENE . Tavern, diſcovering Mirabel and 

Mir, Welcome to Paris once more, my dear Captain, 
we have eat heartily, drank m_— paid plentifully, and 
let it go for oace. I lik d every Thing but our Women, 
'd fo lean and tawdry, poor Creatures! "Tis a 


air. 

Mir. France! A light unſeaſon'd Country, nothin 
but Feathers, Foppery, and Faſhions ; ene bac indeed 
fo are our Coach-Horſes ; Men fay we're Courtiers, Men 
abuſe us; that we are wiſe and politic, aa cr-do Sei guet 
That our Women have Wit; Parrots, mere Parrots, Aſ- 
ſurance and a good Memory, ſets them up :—— There's 
— this fide the 4/ps worth my humble Service 
Cye— 

Caftome, Gardens, Buildinzs, Paintings, Mufic, Poli- 
cies, Wine and Women ! the Paradiſe of the World 
not peſer'd with a parcel ty — 


8 pay your 


ur. Ay, theſe are your Fathers for you, that under 
ftand the Neceſſities of young Men; not like our muſty 
Dads, who becauſe they cannot fiſh themſelves, would 
muddy the Water, and ſpoil the Sport of a 
t 


mccoc Momo alc 


Jades, a Man may as well make a Bed-fellow of a Cane 


Roma la Santa ! ah for my Money: their 
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! And they fay, that Chiari 


Y, fay you fo 
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is very 
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have miſinform'd you. 
Old. Mir, Mifiaform'd 


me! Oons, Sir, were not we 


Dur. No, Sir, your Son will tell you. 
r. The Captain was in the Action, Sir. 
Dur. Your Son ſaw more than I. Six, for he was 


Univerſe ; our 
and Feather, like ſo man 
there was a Man of em 


And what wou'd you ſay, 
Fenus for thee too? Come, 
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ans gang your Friend be my Gueſt too, you Gall com- 
Houſe between ye, and I'Il be as merry as the 
beſt of you. 

Mir. Bravely ſaid, Father. 

Let Miſers bend their 4ge with niggard Cares, 

And ftarve themſelves A pamper hungry Heirs ; 

Who, living, flint their dons what Youth may crave, 
And make em revel o'er a Father's Grave, 

The Stock on which I grew does ſtill diſpenſe 

Its Genial Sap into tie blooming Branch; 
The Fruit, he knows, from 2 Root is grown, 
And therefore ſooths thoſe Paſſions once his own. 


The End of the Firſt ACT. 
09009099099 %% 
ACT u. 
sckxx. Old Mirabel's Houſe. 


Oriana a Biſarre. 
A2 


ND 1258 dye? 
be of all kis il Uſage. 
Ori. S 
Bif. What's the wiye? 
Ori. Paw 


By, Uns b=dofhes_thet any yoong; 
flattering, rakehelly Fellow ſhou play 
me, 1 wou'd wear my Teeth to the 
Chalk. —O, the Devil take all your Co 


aſhions ; your Stays, Gowns 


Dear, have er 
Ori W 3 you 
mad as Mirabel is out of my Head. 


BV Phaw ! wou'd he were out, or in, 
w make you eaſy.—I warrant now, you'll 
when he comes, and ſay you love him; eh! 
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Mir. Well, I an't the firſt Son that has made his Fa- 
ther's Dwelling a Bawdy-houſe— let me ſee. 

Old. Mir. Well! which d'ye like? 

Mir. Beth. 
Mir. 


Old Mir. Neither Don't make me a” now, Nes; 
if 1] don't 


5 8 © W 


» 
— 


Ca 

2 Heark'e, | 

ather defore Strangers ext 

Oons, if ever you do't again, you us 

what | . Ce 
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Sil 
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Sir, you miſunderiland me. 
Mir. Odſo, the Relics, Madam, 


Ori. O Sir, Pm anfwer'd at preſent. 
Mir. She was coming full Mouth upon me with her 


Words; 1 like her mainly; ſpeak to her, Man, prithee 


Fa- 
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Mir. . that you are as beautiful as an 


Ee. teh dams Be I fay no ſach 


_ ſhall drop down 


DA ou. — lime 


1 — 
her for If, that 
—— r > 4 bb... Lord, Lord, 


Mir. Yeu look mighty demure, Hadam—Ske's deak, 


oy 1 had much rather have her damb. 


Mir. The Gravity of Air, Madam, promiſes ſome 
Fruits bom your Study, which moves 


. ＋4— if the be, 
ſhe's Ad Bd 'ye think a Waman's 
Silence can be natural? x55 

Bi But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 
which preceed from fimple Enumeration, are dubitable, 
and proceed only upon Admittance— - 

Mir. Hoyty toyty ! what a Plague have we here ? 
Plato in Petticoats. 


Dur. K 
own Mother- tongue. 
Biſ. Tis expoi.d io Invalidity from a contradictoty In- 


fiance, looks anly upon common Operations, and is in- 
faite in its Termination. 


Mir Rare Fedantry. 
Cur. F xioms ! Axioms ! Self evider t Plinciples. 
BA. Ihen the Ideas wherewita the a mated > bon nt 


te.—0 Gentlemen, I hope you'll on ta- 
. | vas fnvo eee Point of P oh wy 3 
tut | ſhall Ciſcufs it ſomewhere elſe, being m_y 
the Subject is not 2 recable to your Sparks, profeſs 
the Vantiy of the Times. Ii. 
Mir. Go thy way, geod Wife Bias: Do you -" 


Darete.e ? Do'k hear this fr end piece of Ade ? 
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Woman; 
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!—No Fowler lays 


for Morals 
» but how to get natu- 


fs ny 


how to put Tricks upon one 


poor innocent Men—Why do 


"tis 
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is your Buſineſs new from the I ime you 


for his | a Hunter for his 
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the moſt Advanta 
to 


ets 
do 


What 


between you and I -— Don't you know, 
all Commerce in the World there is no futh Co 

all our Lives lon 

ay your 

with 


and Deceit as in the Traffic between Man and 
another— 
aw 
ones 
more N 
chan 


we ſtudy 


Child, there is 
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What! m force me to marry will ye ? 
Sir, the Law ſhall. n 
. But the can't force me to do any Thing elſe, 


Air. Then 11 dear thee our of ſpight; and make a 


= And I'll rattle about (he City to ren you is Debt 
more. 

Face-mending Toilet ſhall fly out of the 

Periwig ſhall fly after it. 

and 


„ 


Have eee 
Mir. But, fweet Madam, there is fuck a Thing as a 


Sir, there is fuch a Thing as Ali- 


_ 
1s 


there's 


Eh! The Devil ſuch a Word there is in all AMifonie. 
72 — VI00k, let's be free, call in the Fiddle, 
there's no near us. 
F Enter Nialer. 
Dur. Wou'd to the Lord here was not. 
Bif. Here, Friend, a Minuet - quicker Time; ha 
wou d we had a Man or tv» 9. 


Dur. 
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Dur. [ Stialiag ay] You ſhall have the Devil ſooner, 
my dear dere Fed 


Bij. Uds s one. 
< "oy Runs to Dur. and bales him back. 
Dur. Is all mv learn'd Preparation come to this ? 
Bi. Come, Sir, don't be aſham'd, that's my good 
Boy —you're very welcome, we wanted fuch a one 
Prager f tr dt re? - wo 

" * * ir; qui 
you miſs the Time elſe. 
Dur. But, Madam, I come to talk with you. - 
Ry. Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 
Dur. But we were talking of Dialevtics. a 
Bi. Hang Dialectie Mind the Time——quicker, 
Sirrah, [ Te the Naur] Come —and how dye find your- 
ſelf now, Sir ? 
Dur. Ia a fine breathing Sweat, Doctor. * 
Bf All the better, Patent, all the better. Come. 
Sir, now, fing, I know you fing well; I fe you 
have a aging Face ; a hea» dull Sonato Face. 
Dur. Who, 


I fing ? | 
2 q you're modeſt, Sir—but come, fit down, Fed 
Y 3 1 


? 
Bi. Come, off with it to the Bottom. Now, how 
dye like me, Sir ? 

Dur. O, mi well, Madam. 

Bif. You fee a Woman's Fancy varies, ſometimes 
ſplenetic and heavy, then gay and frolicfome. — And how 
d' ye like the Humour? 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anſwer you, 
Bi ye r Man, and ths! up for 

/. Fye upon't; a 

| * 


in ah? 
Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more ſe- 
Bi/. Sir, your Intention of waiting on we was the 
greateſt Aﬀront imaginable, howe'er 
I pliment : Your Viſit, Sir, was in- 
— le 
> 
13 Where's your 


C ite, 


Vexation, and write a Lampoon—But I maſt have you 
to know, Sir, that wy Reputation is above ihe na 
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1 — 1 1p! Was ever Man fo abus'd ?—Ay, Mira- 
S r me on, 


Come, my dear Boy, be 

121 > be now——and then 

here, read this the Effigies of the lovely Oriaza, 

with ten thouſand Pound to her Portion — ten thouſand 
Dog; ten thouſand Pound you 


cou 
Mir. Nay, Sir, if you won't hear me I'll be gone, 
Sir! In Poſt for this Moment. 
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Mr. No, Sir, b, } have Pap Ben EB Ba my Read- 

Old Mir. 8 25 
not I marry to oblige you ? 

Mir. To oblige me, Sir, in what reſpett We 

Old Mir. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir; 
. t ,  _ "your: flill an Obligation, 

ir. An wou it an Obl 

I avoid Marriage. 

Oli Mir. How is that, Sir ? 

Mir. war bb Toy d 


the old Gentleman. UC ir, you have been pleas'd 
— Faced —ͤ— upon me; in 
return of which, I have a very great Honour for you and 
your Family, Nera and 
beloved Son ſnall do rern hate his Fa- 


ther, or © hang himſelf. dear Sir, I'm your very 

humble Servant [ Runs off. 

Ol Mir. Here, 9 Rogen, Jobs Villain ! | 
Enter Dugar 


. Ab, Sir, tis but what he deſerves. 
/ Mir. "Tis falſe, Sir, he don't deſerve it: what 
7 
25 What 8 


Sir: Ti but mentioning your 
you will throw them up agaio im- 


7. Sis Siſter was a fooliſh Flirt to 
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ifemulare ctigm Huli, uf tan [Very truc.] 
"was but a raſcally 


Bil. 1 know what to fay to him, The 
what's Firgil to us, Sir? W's 


Air. 


Mir. [Reading.] % Regina docs, (quis fallere poſt | 
amantem ? } 


poor Pug 1 22 | 
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/. Rudeneſs, Aﬀronts, Impatience! I con d almoſt 
tart out even to Manhood, and want but a W — 
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a — the rants. 
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40 


Mir. Econte, Je Count. 

Old Mir. Your Buſineſs, Sir? — 

Ola dew. Bok! What Language is that, Sir? 

. : is 

Air. Spaniſh, my Lord. 

Old Mir. What d'ye mean? | 

Mir. This, Sir. [Trips up his Heels. 

Old Mir. A very conciſe —— - "}} bully 
him. —Trinidade Seigneur, give me far Play. 

[Offering to ri/e. 


Od Mir. But you 
Ar. Then I'll beat them into you again. 
{Offers to flrike him. 


Old Mir. » Rogue— dear don't 
know me, N * _ — 


Mir. Ha, ha, ba, the Fellow's downright diſtracted: 
Thou Miracle of Impudence! wou'dft thou make me 


«= 


Dug. Fye, 
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Euter Dugard, 7 * Maid, Petit. 
fye, Mir 


to the O A Gentleman. 
murder your 


Father ! 
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Mir. My Father! What is the whole Family mad? 


Give me 


Mir. 


did. 


Father! 
un? Ay, you 


ay, Sir, I won't be held. 
Old Mir. No? nor I neither; let me be 


pray. 


Offering to go. 


Dog's Face! I am your Father, 
for | dave dan ©6 much for thee, as your Mother ever 


Ar. O ho! then this was a Trick, it ſeems a Deſign, 


a Contrivance, a Stratagem—Oh 
Old Mir. Your Bones, Sirrah, why yours 
Air. Why, Sir, han't I been beating 


! how my Bones 
? 


ach! 


my own Fleſh 


and Blood all this while ? O, Madam, [To Oriana. } I 


wild your Tm ſhip Joy of yournew Digniy. Here was 


" The Coctrivance was well enough, Sir, for they 


ne. Wal 


Force of my Love. 


us all. 


my dear Du'cizea, did your 
— —— My Father will 5 =D 


Don © 


Ori. Pray, Sir, don't infult the Misfortunes of your 


own creating. 


=» My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if 1 
SN C_—— EE 


— Wel 


Mir. Well, 801 Do you why wg the one of yore | 
on Landlord face at me 
Nrelampticn, Sir, dare you aſſume 


Draws. 


Tenants, Sir, that 
Dag. Cn what 


thus ? 


Old Mir. What's that to you, 8 
Pet. Help! help! the Lady 


Air. Vapours 


be an an 


Orne 
Fit, — — — arts. . 


LV 


Harts-horn in Water If the Mother, burnt Feathers — 
If Grief, Ratifia— If it be firait Stays, or Corns, theres 


nothing like a Dram of plain 
Ori. Hold off, 


you preſerve my 


2 


Brandy. 


me Air——O my Brother, would 
endanger not your own; would . 


you 
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Reputation, leave it to itſelf; tis a 


dear 


Vindication 


. Ay, 


defeyd 


Dur. [In « Paſfies.) And tho” I can't dance, nor 6ng, 


you know I can, Sir. 


Harn, or 
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Don't be bully'd out of 


the Fellow's mad, laugh ac kick, 


5 


= to the Gent. 
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Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 
But one that Nature, not his Wants have made. 

Who flill is merry, but does ne'er defign it; 

And full is ridicul'd, but ne'er can it. 

Who when he's moſt in earneſt, is the beit; 

And his moſt grave Exprefſion is a Jeit. [ Exit. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


ECC ˙ A 


ACT If. 
SCENE, Old MirabeFs Houſe. 


Enter Old Mirabel and Dugard. 


HE Abbeſs is my Relation, and privy 
to the : Your Son has been there, but 
had no Admittance beyond the Privi'ege of the Gre, 
there oy refus'd tag m_ off 

ied as Revulk hoegke his Galery 
_ could admit. 


. 
Da — ted come tm dnnand my” 


_ Old Mir. Restore him! What d'ye think I have got 
or my Pocket! 
you're the Cauſe on't. 

for I was as mad as he when 


ye 
Ser yomder rl ike» Perot tho Cape Or a De- 
? 


nare our Son, Sir, 


Od 


s J. 8 pram MOL} FE2 23. -.D0 


oO 
— 


8 


99928853“ 


Dar. The fame, turn'd Friar. 
Old Mir. You ye, Sir, tis ten times worſe. Bob turn'd 


Fil 


F- 
"4 
1 


75 
if 
Fr 
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SCENE, the Infide 8 ery; Oriana iz a Nun's 
5 
Ori. I hope, Niſarre, there is no harm in jeſting with 


B... » the greateſt Jeſt in the Habit, is taking i 
Ar — this: — People with 


in earneſt: I -on't un 
the Keys of Paradiſe, nor the Merit of that V irtue which 
comes 1 we may Own iO one an- 
other. we are in the worſt Company when 
ourſelves; for our private Thoughts run us into 
JS 


reſiſts from the Attack of the 
World ; 


wou'd he were not come, 
Ts Fs afraid to with him, but I 
What a frame Peer has this , 

DAN, 
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—— Reſclutions, Sir, are fix d! but as our Hearts 
were uni 


with the Ceremony of our Eyes, fo | ſhall ſpare 


ſome DN N That's all; farewel. 

Mir. And maſt | loſe her? No. f and caiches ber.] 
Since all my Prayers are vain, Fil uſe the nobler Argu- 
ment of Man, and force you to the Juſtice you refuſe : 
u're mine by Pre- contract: Aud where's the Vow fo 
to diſannul another ? PII urge my Love, your 
Oath, and plead my Cauſe gainſt all Monaftic Shifts 
upon the Earth. 

Ori. Unhand me, Paviſher! Wou'd theſe 
holy Walls with violence? Revenge my paſt D. ſ- 
grace now offers, thy Life ſhou'd anſwer this, wou'd 1 
provoke the Law: Urge me no farther, but be 

Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel again. [Lal. 

Exter Old Mirabel | 

Oli Mir. Where, where's this counterfe't Nun? 

Ori. Madneſs! Confuſion ! I'm ruin'd ! | 
Air. What do I tear? [ Puts en bis Hood ] What did 
you ſay, Sir! | 

Old Vir. I fay ſhe's a Counterfeit, and you may be an- 
other for ought | know, Sir; 1 have loft my Child by 
theſe Tricks, Sir. 

Mir. What Tricks, Sir? 
Old. Mir. By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivance 


to my Son to Reaſon, and it has made hum ſtark 


mad; nenn 
Mir. | Diſcovering himſelf. | M Father, I'm 
moſt humble Servant. , "uy 
O14 Mir. My dear Boy, [ Runs and tiffes bim. ] Weleome 
ex Inferis, my dear Boy, tis all a Trick, ſhe's no mare a 
Kun that I am. 
Air. No! 


Tur Mercy and your Pardon I i 
Far the Offence of aſting it before. 


| Loak'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice, be 


2 Nun in good earneſt; Women make the beſt Nuns al- 
ways when they can't do otherwiſe. Ah, my dear Father, 
e there 


your Son's Behaviour that you little 
t of ſuch Fellows as |, makes 
more Ladies Religious, than ay have you det in France. 


i... O! Sir, how uni roy'd what 
as fo near Perfeftion ! Sqm 
— nas- 


Old. Mir. Ha! Look'e, Sir, I recant, ſhe is a Nun. 
1 your humble Servant, then I'm a Friar this 
t 
Oli Mir. Was ever an old Fool fo banter'd by a Brace 


Ori. Shame and Confuſion, Love, Anger, and Diſap- 
pcintment, will work my Brain to Madneſs. 
[Tate off ber Habit. Exit. 
1 LY 
and en toge 

" Takes off bis Habiz. 
Thus the fick Wretch, when tortur'd by bis Pain, 
And finding ail Effays for life are wain ; 
When the Phyſician cam no more 
Then call the ather Docter, the Divine. 
What Four to Heaven, wen Heaven reflore bis Health ! 
Vows all to Heaven, bis Thoughts, bis Aftions, Wealth - 
But | & ao to Vigeur as before, 
Vi: b refuſes what bis Si feeore, 
The Bech is no ſooner Raii'd and Well, 
Put the wweak Soul relapſes into Ill; 
To all its former Swing of Lift is led, 
And leaves its Vows und Promiſes in Bed. 

SCENE dogs > OY 1 — 


Dor. [Reads |= 


Y Kadeneſs 
M4 e Ar #4 fn mf een and 
willing 1s mae 4 Lai aan your Je Nr 


Mirabel ſwears ſhe loves me, and this confirms it; then 
farewel Gallantry, and welcome Revenge; 'tis my turn now 
to be upon the Sublime, TIl take her of, I warrant her. 
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' Boe. The Lend daffoce me. 


I . What | Is this the mighty 


I'm the beſt natur'd Fellow in the 


2 Lady. A Man! We're millaken, a Man has Manners ; 
the aukward Creature is fome Tinker's Trull in a Periwig. 
Bi. Come, Ladies, let's examine him. 

[They lay be d on him. 
Dur. Examine ! the Devil you will! 
as I'll lay my Life, fome great Dairy maid in Man's 


Dur. They will do't ;—look'e, dear Chriſtian Women, 


you 
Das. If pleaſe to let me get away with my Ho- 
nour, uad any thing in the Wold. d 
Bif. Will you perſuade your Friend to marry mine? 
Dar. O yes, to be fure. 
PFif. And will you do the fame by me? 
Dur. Burn me if I do, if the Coaſt be clear. [ Rant our. 
B. Ha, ha, ha, the Vifit, Ladies, was critical for our 
Diverſions, rr [ Exeunt. 
Enter Mi and Old Mirabel. 
Mir. Your Patience, Sir. 1 
tho” you ſend all the Biſhops in 
ſhall never believe their Doctrine again 


Old 

Mir. Won 
ing here, bound to a Wie, chain'd like a Monkey to 
make ſport to a Woman, ſubject to her Whims, Humours, 
Longiags, Vapours, and Capri 


Fo aig F. Y IFR. erz. G27 5 vos Frags 
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Story, that I muſt caſt from the Garret 
Window? You wou'd compel me to that State, which [ 
have heard you curſe yourtelf, when my Mother and you 
have battle'd it for a whole Week together. 

Old Mir. Never bu: once, you Rogue, and that was 
when ſhe long'd for fix Flanders Mares: Ay, Sir, then 
ſhe was breeding of you, which ſhew'd what an expenfre 
Dog I ſhould have of you. 

Freter Petit. 
r 
et. » Sir, con P „Mr. Mirabel, 
believe that I ſpeak truth, now 2 conſeſs that 8 
told you hitherto nothing but Lies; our Jelling is come 
to a ſad Earneſt, ſhe's downright diſtracted. | 
* Enter Bilarre. 

Bi. Where is this mighty Victor !\——The great Ex- 
ploit is done; go triumph in the Glory of your Con- 
queſt, inhuman, barbarous Man! O Sir, (To the old 
Gentleman) your wret-hed Ward has found a tender 
Guardian of you, where her -. 5. — expected 
Protection, here has me found } her Ruia. | 

Old Mir. Ay the Fault is mine, for I believe that 
R won't marcy, for fear of ing ſuch another 
dilobedicnt Son as his Father did. I have done all I can, 
Madam, and now can do no more than run mad for C m- 


pany [ Cries. 
Emer Dugard <wwith bis Sword drawn. 

Dug Away! Revenge, Revenge. 

Old Mir. Patience, Patience, Sir. [Old Mir. W / 
Dug. Patience! The Coward's Vi and the — 
Man's Failing, when thus in ! 

Mir. Your Siſter's Frenzy ſhall excuſe your Madneſs ; 
and to ſhew my Concern for what ſhe ſuffers, I'll bear the 
Villain from her Brother —Put up your Anger with your 
Sword; I have a Heart like your's, that ſwells at an AF- 
front receiy'd, but melts at an Injury given; and if the 
lovely Orians's Grief be ſuch a moving Scene, "twill find 
TUES Tt 

g. To prove > 
2avour to remove it, —There, there, behold an Obj 
that's infective; 5 TIE i BY I ami as 

3 


45 
ſhe; 


Siler. 
Old Mir. Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d'ye know 
Os. the! 5ou ce Anne DO od? cbs 
Heart! Were you never in Love, fair Lady? A 
you never dream of Flowers and Gardens ?—l dream 
walking Fires, and tall Gigantic Sights. Take keed, it 
comes now— What's that? Pray ſtand away: I have ſeen 
that Face ſure, — How light my Head is! 
Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty, ev'n in Mad- 
neſs ! theſe i 


Starts of undĩgeſied Words ſhoot thro” 
perſuaſive Force than all the ſtudied 


: 
: 


>2 
2 8 


oF 
: 
4 
4 
T 
8 
A 


11 
| 
: 


lies buried ? 
end gentle you feel? I'l tell you you 
? 
-v gentle you you your 
upon me! 
22 Face; but tis a ſine one 


five 


22 ho!—— Will not you tell me 
my 8 


opt 
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have a 
have 
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believe you; — 
for even I, obdurate as I am, 


» put on my new Gown, and be fo fine, 
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36 The Inconflant : Or, 


Ori. Firſt, let me bleſs the Cunnivg of my Sex, that 
happy counterfeited F that has reſtor'd to my poor 
labouring Breaft the beft belov'd of Men. 

Mir. Tune all ye Spheres, your Iuſtruments of Joy, and 
carry round your zjous Orbs, the happy of Ori- 

Health; her Soul, whoſe Harmony was next to 
yn. now in Tune again; the counterfeuting F 


r hep 


i was ſo mad to my Li : 

Ori. How, Sir, Free! 

Mir. As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, marry a Lu- 
natic ! Look ye, wy 2m, yew have counterfeited Mad- 
neſs fo very well this boat, you'll be apt to play the 
Fool all your Life Here, Gentlemen. 

Ori. Monſter ! you won't di me. 

Mir. O' my Faith, but I will ; here, come is Gentle- 
men. —A Miracle! a Miracle! the Woman's diſpoſich's, 
the Devil's vaniſh'd. 

. "== Exter Oli Mirabel and 

Old Mir. Blefs us, was the poſſeſs d? 

Mir. With the worſt of Dzmons, Sir, a i 
vil, a horrid Devil. Mr. Dugard, don't be ſurpria d, 
I] proamis'd my Endeavours to cure your Siſter ; no mad 
Doctor in Chriftendom could have done it more eſfe Aually. 
Take her into your Charge ; and have a care the don't 
relapſe ; if the ſhould, employ me not again, for am no 
more infallible than others of the Faculty; I do cure 
ſometimes. 

Ori. Your Remedy, moſt barbarous Man, will prove 
the greateſt Puiſoa to my Health; for tho” my former 
Phrenazy was but counterſcit, I now ſhall run into a real 
M.dneſs. [Exit ; Old Mir. after. 

Dag. This was a turn beyond my Kaowledge ; I'm ſo 
confu>'d, I know not how to reſent it. Exit. 

Mir. What a dangerous Precipice have I 'ſcap'd ? Was 
not I juſt now upon the Brink of Deſtruction ? 

Euter Duretete. 


Oh, my Friend, let me run into thy Boſom; no Lark, 
* E eſcap'd 


—— 
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cure 
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'd from the ing Pounces of 


I ing. 
T. A Match ; I'll go pay my Compliment of leave 


my Fat 
Dar. Fas afraid 
Mir. What 


=... 
Pound a Year upon me! No, no, 


— the Sake 


For tho” the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 
The End of the fowth ACT. 
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1 


SCENE, the Street before the Play-houſe 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the Play 


Dar. Now ye like this Play? 

Mir. | Rd the Company: the , the 

rich in the Front-box had my Attention: 

— ing the Ladies together to ſupport them, 
to kill every elſe. 


For Deaths upon the Stage the Ladies 

| wh uy page hoy gh . 

The Poet's Hero ſhould not move their Pain, 

But they Hon d weep for thoſe their Eyes have ſlain. 

Dur. Hoyty, toyty ; did Phillis inſpire you with all this? 
Mir. Ten times more ; the is the Element 


of Poetry, becauſe the ; the Ladies, 
— does a — 1 i 5 
Boxes any where t commanding on their 
There id ol ta Subj Rees abut them: Their 
the Treaſure orld in a . RN 
hurry of Pleaſure - us * Gal- 
K pang Appl n 
n Journey ; have 
: E 
you beſpoke Poſt horſes ? 


5 


: 
. 


Grant me but three dear 
m your 


1 


Mir. Yes, Sir—l have a confident Addreſs, no diſagree- 

able Perſon, and five hundred Lewis Or in my Pocket. 
Dur. Five hundred Lewvis 4 Or, You a'n't mad? 
Mir. I tell you, ſhe's worth five thouſand ; one of 

ber black Brilliant Eyes is worth a Diamond as big as her 
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[To Duretete.] 
more Occafion you have 


Hackney-coach 
be quiet! 
Madam, the 
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62 The Inconflant : Or, 
Air. In three Words, Madam, I am a Gentleman, 


T have five hundred Pounds in my Pocket, and a clean 


Shirt on. 
Lam. And Name i ——— 


Air. Muflapha.—— Now, Madam, the Inventory of 


Fortunes. 

Birth noble; I was 
i Fel- 
ruin'd 


my Face, till at laſt | wok Feat, lo 

to my Frien ” 
—_ 1 hiv'd 
pleaſe a Hatband ; from twenty to Pm refolv” 


plat elt and from thence upwards I'll — 


Mir. — 5-66 
Lam. I mark'd you at the Play, and 
of a well-furniſh'd, careleſs, 
he your E 

ang an arch Modeſty, that I don't 
m elop'd. Ha, ha, Im elop'd. 
"Af. Hay ha, ha, I eee in your good Fortune wit 


nn 
as born—Ay, this N n 
my Arms, and that I ſhould like wel 
ſhou'd I have to-morrow Night? The 


1 tt 


ne. 
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eme. And what next Night 


MW e 


tions, Madam 
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? The fame. And what 


Way. 


? 
Sir. 


es, 


1 Sir, 


2 


Putting it ap. 
in 
know we muſt act 


Wine here 
—_ 


extremely I 
you ds me the Favour to 
Wine 


[ Pulls 
humble 


for 


2 


ſome 


him, 


an Exghfs Watch 
e , rade 
you wear, 


> 


. 
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15 let's make a Night on't, ha!—This Wine is pretty, but 

5. Lr 

2. me ſend for halt a Fas of my Aurgonte 1 0n? 
France to match it Twill make us all all Air, 

at pray, Gentlemen. : 

= 2 Bra. Eh! Shall us have his ! 


1 Bra. Yes, faith, we'll have all we can ; here call up 
the Gentleman's Servant—W hat think you, Lamoerce ? 
is a fooliſh Country 


nt 
7. 

* 
— Mater 
e Where 
th Ori. 
to Mir. 

made for 

1 Ori. 

Mir. 
3 " Ori. 1 
* 2 1 — 
24 you any Fancy 
1 a great miny honeſt Gentlemen 
A Trick of leaving all its Maſters in Neceſfity 
r, lence of theſe Dogs is beyond their Crue ty. [ Ade. 
6. Lam. You're melancholy, Sir. | 
at Mir. Only concern'd, Madam, that I ſhou'd have no 
m Servant here but this little Boy ——he'll make fome con- 
as ſounded Runder, I'll lay my Life on't, I wou'd not be 

diſappointed of my Wine for the Univerſe. 

bs, 
ö 
d, 
35 
ts 


66 The Inconflant : Or, 


2 Bra. That Wig won't fall to your Share. 

1 Zra. No, no, we'll ſettle that after Supper, in the 
mean time the Gentleman ſhall wear it. 

2 Bra. Shall we diſpatch him ? 

3 Bra. To be ſure. I think he knows me. 

1 Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales; I wonder at 
the Impuderce of the Exg/if Rogues, that will hazard the 
Meeting a Man at the Bar whom they have encounter d 
upon the Road! I ha'n't the Confidence to look a Man 
in the Face after I have done him an Injury, therefore 
we'd murder him. [Exennt. 

SCENE changes to Old Mirabel's Houſe. 


Dur. My Friend has forſaken me, 
Mittreſs, my Time lies heavy 


night; I'll fairly 
away the Night with my 
i —uto; 3 Lon Pater þ * pony rx 
nn nd — 4 


day, now ſhe's turn 
, Sir, Pm told — -" _Y 
wait on you as far as . | 
PI travel into Mals. 
try's that ? 


Mountains, Child, where you're 
'cauſe there's no ſuch thing as a 


erkrt 


apt 
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Der. 9582 „„ 
myſelf. 


J There Pll leave 
Pur. And d the Gallows is welcome. 
BA. Hold, I” Sir [Carches him by the Arm going] 
one word before we . a 

Dar. Let me go, Madam, ——or | hall think that 

're a Man, perhaps may examine you. 
9" Bi. Stix if ou dare ; I have ftill Spirits to attend me: 
and can raiſe lch a muſter of Fairies — i 
to death Come, Sir, ftand there now and ogle me: He 


ing Sigh! [ He 


take * 1. mah i handſomel 

5s it it y- 

7 bh . * Tie tears it all in pieces. 

Bi. Hal, hold, dear humourous Coxcomb ; Captain, 
my Fan, and il—Why, you rude, inhuman Mon- 

„don't you expect to pay for this ? 

Dur. Yes, there's Twelve Pence ; for that is 


— — this very Mo- 
mer t might have bleſs d mein thy Arms, and my poor Boy! 
the innocent Boy '\ But huſh, they come: 
I muſt diſſemble ſtil No r 

vocs. 

t Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Q Country- has loſt 
himſelf, and we can wait no longer fort: True, Sir. 
329 —— bur I ſuppoſe you under- 

our Buſineſs, 


68 nerd; oi 


oo « Phyſicien, you 


5 85 
4 Bra. Sir, I am a broken Officer; I was caſhier d at 
the Head of the Army for Ceed. —— Aa 


'Tradeof Murder to retrieve the R —— 

3 Bra. | am a Soldier too, nr forty ny 7 g. 
but 1 don't like the Quarrel, and 1 have more tiondur 
than to fight in a bad Cauſe. 

2 Bra. 1 was bred a Gentleman, and have no Eſtate, 
but I muſt have my Whore and my Bottle, thro” the Fre- 
judice of Education. 

1 Bra. | am a Roffian too, by the Prejudice of Educa- 
tion, I was bred a Butcher. In ſhort, Sir, if your Wine 
had come, we might hare trifled a little looger. 
Sir, which Sword will you fall by? mine, Sir ? 
2 Bra. Or mine ? r= 


3 Bra. Or mine ? draws. 
Bra, Or mine ? draws. 
Ir. 1 I ſcorn to beg my Life; but to be butcher'd thus ! 
O there's the Wine: —— this Moment for (inccting ) 
my Life or Death. 

Eater Oriana. 


Loft, for ever loſt Where's the Wine, Child? [ faint. 


— 12 "ml and fix * fy 
ST 


Myx/quetcers with their Piece: 
. 
* 


drop their Swords. 
Wine, the Wine, the Wine. 


2 88928 Sir ? 
yes, Madam, the Wine is come—— ſee there ? 
3 Your Ladyſhip has got a very 


5 Ring upon 


Mir. Obo! Norrie. un 
thou rt welcome home again, — 


that ever you knew. 


E 


1er 


„ 89 „„ tHve 


— 
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Life, Madam, you have got the ficeſt built Watch there! 
Tampion 8, I preſume. 
| am. Sir, you may wear it. 
Ar. O, Madam, 
you of a'l!—[Tating it from ber] Good dear Time, thou'rt 
Gen- 


a precious thing, I'm glad I have retriev'd thee : ¶ Putting 


[Teal the firſt Bravo by the Noſe ; be rears. 
But now, where ——where's my dear Deliverer, wy Boy, 
my charming Boy ! ; 
7.1 ſome of our Crew below - ſtairs have diſ- 
Mir. Villain, what ſay'ſt thou? Diſpatch'd ! I'll have ye 
— — dy A 122 
touch” _—— Page F [ Rans out. 
Drs: the, Contbmen: be — 4 4; ny 


1 Bra. Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will be 


civil to us. 
"Bo tw for you, Madam ;— — He, he, he.—I'm fo 
'd to think that I ſhall be d of one Woman 
| die—Well, Miftreſs Szep- Dragon, which of theſe 
honourable Gentlemen is fo 11 Wite ? 
1 Bra. Sir, ſhe ſhould have mine to-night, *cauſe 


Sampre here had her laſt Night. Sir, ſhe's very true tous 


all tour. 


Dug. Take em to Juſlice: [The Guard: carryeffthe Bravoes, 


Eater Old Mirabel, ard, Biſarre. 

Old Mir. Robin, Robin, where's 
What, is this the Lady? a pretty Whore, faith ?—Heark'e, 
Child, becauſe my Son was {> civil as to oblige you with 
1 4. pdt Now ns Resi 
. Ay, you a ſwing1 i 
F 
Bi. Faugh! the Monſter! 


Dur. 


— 


by no means, tis too much Ro =... 


70 The luca ant: Or, 
Dur. Monſter! ay, you're all a little monſtrous, let 


Exter Mirabel. 


me tell you. 


and embraces her.) My dear 


Truſt ?— Father, Friends, 
hot] the outh that has reliev'd me from the 


nominious Death, from the ſcandalous Poniards of 


etl 


5 


ion, the 
ſpis d, and 
Contrivance, Cauzht! No, tis my vo- 
is was no human Stratagem, but by my 
d to ſhew the ri 
uit of an unlawful Love, to 
in the Snares of Vice, and then to 
a ds of Virtue : Here, on my Knees, I 
tir Preſerver's Pardon; my The 
myſelf I owe. And now for ever do proteſt 


ir. Tall, all di dall. s.}) Kiſs Daughter 
kiſs me firſt, 1 


f 
a 
g 


: 
4 
= 


f 
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1 


A 


"nn 


yours. 
O/d 


l 
1 
"Ee 


FAK NESS IAI 


A* 


PEE BESS ?hs 


The Way to win bim. 


Cauſe on't Well, B:farre, what fay you to the Captain ? 
4. I lixe che geaſt weil enough. but l don't underitand 
Road 


71 


his Paces fo well as to venture him in a ſtrange F 
Old Mir. But Marriage is fo bcaten a Path that you 


can't go wrong. 

1 Ay, "tis ſo beaten that the Way is ſpoil d. 

Dur. L here is but one thing ſhou'd make me thy Huſ- 
band cou'd marry thee to-day for the Privilege of 
beating thee to-morrow. 

d with this ? 


Mr. Dugar4, are not you four 
Dug. So pleas'd, that if I thought it might ſecure your 
her Fortune, 


Son's Affection to my Siſter,  wou'd dou 

Air. Fortune! has ſhe nat given me mine? my Life, 
Eftate, my All, and what is more, her virtuous ſelf. 
Virtue, in his fo advantageous Life, has her own ſpark- 
ling Charms, more 2 far than glittering Gold or 
Glory. Bchold the Foil {Pointing to Lamorce) that fets 
this Brightaeſs off! (To Oriana.) Here view the Pride 
(To Oriana) and Scandal of the Sex. (To Lam.) 
There (To Lam.) the falſe Meteor, whoſe deluding Light 
Jexds Mankind to Deſtructior. Here (To Criana) the bright 
ſhining Star ha: guides to a Security of Happineſs, a Gar- 
den and a fingle She (To Oriana) was our firſt Father's 


Bliſs; the Tempter (To ) and to wander, was his Curſe. 


What Liberty cam be þo tempting there, (Ts Lam. 
As a ef, virtuou:, am'rous Bondage bere ? (To Oriana. 
The End of the Fifth ACT. 


_—. 


SONG: By Mr. Oo 
| Set by Mr. Daniel Purcell. 
8 "tis rat in our Power 
Tat eur Lives may laß. 
ö e At 
ne Ia, too much in what is paſt. 
For fince the Peer aue all obey, 
Has in your Breaff my Heart confin'd, 
In vain you'd part what Nature jeis d. | 
EPL 


EPILOGUE. 


Written by NATAAIEI Rowe, Eſq; 


And fpoken by Mr. Witxs. 


ROM Fletcher's Original, 
D. 
Autber, from — 
HA witty, wild, inconflant, — 
With a gry Soul, wwith Senſe, and Will to rere, 
Wh 1442 and with fram'd to move, 
With Etle Truth, but with a Warld of Loxe. 
Sach Forms on Maids in Morn Saunders watt, 
Wics of tho wb, and „ 
Teach you nl Hes eee gs 
arts a 3 
Villere 1 
e e in Darkneſs and * urpriſe ; 
The” from bis Rampart be defy'd the Fee, 
Prince found an Hquedud below. 


For ber own /ake, let wo forſaien Maid, 
Our Wanderer, for an. of Love, njbraid ; 
Since "tis @ Secret, nonz bn d & er confeſs, 
T hat they have loft the Pow'r to pleaſe. 
| Cary por ay inclin'd to breat, 

firjt, and feorar you've tarn'd bim off a Week ; 


2 when they refly Stateſman deabt, 


ſurrender, turn "em out. 
Whate'er you think, „ 


. 
and Diligenct 7 


Let the good Man 
With udien Care, 
Turn over every Page of Womankind ; 


Mark every Senſe, and how the Rendings wary, 
_ tad, r 
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